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Thackeray, in responding to the toast of "Literature/' with which his name and Dickens's were associated, spoke of his now famous offer, the refusal of which he would persist in calling "Mr. Pickwick's lucky escape/'
"Had it not been for the direct act of my friend who has just sat down," he said, "I should most likely never have been included in the toast which you have been pleased to drink; and I should have tried to be not a writer, but a painter, or designer of pictures. That was the object of rny early ambition; and I can remember when Mr. Dickens was a very young man, and had commenced delighting the world with some charming humourous works, of which I cannot mention the name, but which were coloured light green, and came out once a month, that this young man wanted an artist to illustrate his writings; and I recollect walking up to his chambers in Furnival's Inn with two or three drawings in my hand, which, strange to say, he did not find suitable. But for the unfortunate blight which came over my artistical existence, it would have been my pride and pleasure to have endeavoured one day to find a place on these walls for one of my performances. This disappointment caused me to direct my attention to a different walk of art, and now I can only hope to be ' translated* on these walls, as I have been, thanks to my talented friend Mr. Egg/'
"On Saturday," Thackeray had written in April to Mrs. Brookfield, "when you go to Oxbridge, I shall console myself by a grand dinner at the Royal Academy, if you please, to which they have invited me on a great card like a tea-tray. That's a great honour; none but bishops, purchasers, and other big-wigs are asked. I daresay I shall have to make an impromptu speech.